he, with a gay wave of the hand, sped on his way
back to Dublin, as fresh and unwearied as when we
had set out five hours before.

The next morning at the same hour Gogarty was
again at the door of my hotel; this time we were to
go horseback riding. As we rode our cobs slowly
through the almost deserted Dublin streets on our
way to the Strand, we passed the house where Joyce
used to lodge, and the sight of it loosed Gogarty's
memories of the author of Ulysses. He paid tribute
to Joyce's marvellous memory; he spoke of his
beautiful tenor voice, even more beautiful than
McCormack's; and, of course, of Ulysses, which he
compared to "an elbow of a broken statue which is
the town of Dublin". I remembered that to George
Moore Dublin was an old second-hand clothes shop,
and suggested that if we combined the two images,
clothing one with the other, we'd have a museum
scarecrow, a bit of foolish fancy that Gogarty
generously rewarded with the high, suspiratory
"Lovely!" which is the highest mark of his appre-
ciation.

Soon we were on the Strand and off for a fine gal-
lop around the crescent-shaped beach which fringes
the east of Dublin as the mountains fence the west
and south. The thunder of eight hooves on wet sand
was as joyous as Gogarty's galloping wit, for unlike
Joyce, whose wit depresses and saddens, Gogarty is
as exhilarating as a gay band playing spiritedly in
four-four time in the morning sunshine. Joyce
xxvi